loS	SENTIMENT AND MELODRAMA
to have been pardoned: think how much beneath yourself you
condescend, to regard me now!
maria. Let her blush, who, professing love, invades the freedom
of your sex's choice, and meanly sues in hopes of a return!
Your inevitable fate hath rendered hope impossible as vain.
Then, why should I fear to avow a passion so just and so dis-
interested?
true. If any should take occasion, from Millwood's crimes, to
libel the best and fairest part of the creation, here let them see
their error! The most distant hopes of such a tender passion
from so bright a maid add to the happiness of the most happy,
and make the greatest proud. Yet here 'tis lavished in vain:
though by the rich present the generous donor is undone, he
on whom it is bestowed receives no benefit.
barn. So the aromatic spices of the East, which all the living
covet and esteem, are, with unavailing kindness, wasted on the
dead.
maria. Yes, fruitless is my love, and unavailing all my sighs and
tears. Can they save thee from approaching death—from such
a death? Oh, terrible idea! What is her misery and distress,
who sees the first last object of her love, for whom alone she'd
live—for whom she'd die a thousand, thousand deaths, if it
were possible—expiring in her arms? Yet she is happy, when
compared to me. Were millions of worlds mine, I'd gladly
give them in exchange for her condition. The most consum-
mate woe is light to mine. The last of curses to other miserable
maids is all I ask; and that's denied me.
true. Time and reflections cure all ills.
maria. All but this; his dreadful catastrophe virtue herself
abhors. To give a holiday to suburb slaves, and passing enter-
tain the savage herd, who, elbowing each other for a sight,
pursue and press upon him like his fate! A mind with piety
and resolution armed may smile on death. But public igno-
miny, everlasting shame—shame, the death of souls—to die a
thousand times, and yet survive even death itself, in never-
dying infamy—is this to be endured? Can I who live in him,

